HUBBLE-BUBBLE

to be tipped into copper pans some five feet across and
one and a half deep, not unlike those used for purifying
sugar in the co-operative factories of the Indian peasants.

The liquid, of a density which varies according to the
locality, is stirred with a ladle until the right consistency
is reached. Then a quantity is thrown on to an iron-bound
plank shaped like a surf-board. For two days men knead
the opium, allowing it to lie fallow from nightfall to morning.
When the sun does not shine they have no call to work.
Happy Iran! After many grey days they are obliged to
use artificial heat to stimulate the kneading, although it
has not the same effect. The opium is then compressed
into bricks four inches long, each weighing about a pound,
and packed into a hundred and eighty compartments of a
large tin tray. When matured, each cake is wrapped in
paper and put in a small box ready to go into wooden
cases.

Opium poppies yield rich returns to peasant and pluto-
crat alike, not only from the drug, but from oil extracted
out of the seeds, which are crushed into pulp beneath the
grindstone of a mill propelled by a camel. Although the
chamber is high and very dark, the camel's eyes are blind-
folded to prevent him becoming giddy as he slowly pads
round and round, emitting an occasional grunt or two. A
man continually shovels seeds beneath the heavy wheel,
which extracts most of the oil from the pods. They are
then collected in flat open baskets for further pressure. In
one corner these are stacked in a deep pit, one upon the
other. A perspiring stalwart climbs nimbly up rude
scaffolding fixed to the wall. He lowers from the rafters
one end of a huge tree trunk until it rests upon the pile of
baskets. With levers, pulleys, and wedges, the weight
crushes the last ounce of oil from the seeds. A fierce glow
from the furnace illumines brown bodies as they bend to
their task, hammering a wedge here, altering one there, or
exerting rippling muscles to haul on a pulley.
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